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"You know something’, James said to Cliff as they walked along; collars on their denim jackets turned up to 
protect themselves from the driving rain. "We could have chosen a fucking better day than this for a walk in 


Hyde Park". 


"Ah, it's just rain dude", said Cliff. "It won't hurt us". 


Its fucking cold rain’, said James, shivering as a large raindrop found its way down the back of his neck. "Why 


the hell didn't we go to that fancy restaurant with Lars and Kirk instead?" 
"Cos you said if Lars quoted from his /O/ Amazing Things to do in London guidebook one more time, you'd give 
him such a severe wedgie, it'd take him a month to get his briefs from outta his ass crack’, Cliff said. 


"Look" ..he pointed towards a bench in a shelter. "Let's go in there and drink our beer until the rain stops". 


"Alright then’, James agreed. The two guys entered the shelter and sat down on the wooden bench. James 
pulled a six pack of beer out of his duffle bag and handed a can to Cliff. "There ya go". 


"Thanks dude", said Cliff, tearing off the ring pull and taking a big gulp. "Ah, that's better..| needed that". 

"Ha, you always need beer", grinned James. He drank some from his can and he and Cliff watched the rain 
falling, splashing on the leaves of the bushes, sinking into the neatly trimmed lawn in front of them and pooling 
into puddles on the path. After a couple of beers each, the guys cheered up and the rain didn't seem bad 
after all 


"Hmm", said James, staring at his nearly empty beer can. His blue eyes gleamed as an idea came to him. "Rub 


the can Cliff", he said, thrusting it under the bassist's nose. 
"What the fuck man?" 


"Just do it", James giggled. Cliff rolled his eyes and rubbed; the metal brushing his fingertips, alternating 
between hot and cold, depending on where James had been holding it. 


"Bang!" shouted James, making Cliff jump. “lm the Genie of the Can and I've just appeared". 

"Dude, genies don't go bang". 

"Whatever! Anyway, I've just appeared and I'm gonna grant you 3 wishes". 

Cliff raised his eyebrows and then began to smirk 

"Sounds cool to me. Right.! wish..you'd let me finish off your beer". 

"Um, OK then", said James. He handed the can to Cliff, who drank down the remaining beer. 

Cool", said Cliff, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. "OK, for my second wish, | wish you'd..".his eyes 


roamed outside the shelter. "Yeah.pick up that pile of wet leaves over there and stuff them down the front of 
your briefs". 


"Awww, what the... 


Is my second wish..you gotta do it", Cliff snickered. James blushed and stood up. He went outside the shelter, 


scooped up some of the soggy leaves, unfastened his jeans and put them inside his underwear. 

"Urgh, holy shit.they're wet and cold. They're freezing off my dick!" Cliff laughed and slapped his knees. 
"| thought you were gonna wish for nice things", James grumbled 

"You havert heard my third wish yet", giggled Clift 


"OK, fine", said James, removing as many of the leaves from his person as he could and dumping them into a 


nearby litter bin "Go ahead..what is it?" 
"I wish that..one morning soon, you would greet me at the bedroom door, wearing nothing but a red thong’. 


"Cliff" James exploded in horror, while the bass player tried to keep a straight face. "Shit Cliff, I-l'm not doing 
THAT" 


‘Its my third and final wish dude", Cliff pointed out. 


"No. NO way!" James sat back down and folded his arms across his chest. "If Lars or Kirk found out..anyway.. 
where the fuck am | supposed to get a fucking red thong from?" 


"Buy one from a sex shop in Paris, when we're playing there next month", said Cliff helpfully. 


"No", said James. "I'm not doing it..no way, not now, not ever..awww come on Cliff". The bassist was looking at 


James with his best puppy eyes. "Don't look that way... 


James sighed and scowled. 


day..next year". 
Cliff choked into his beer. "Valentine's day? Seriously man?" 


"Yes, seriously’, said James. "Cross my heart, hope to die and all that shit". 


Valentine's day 


James sat at the kitchen table, clad in a dressing gown and nursing a glass of whiskey. The fluorescent light 


was cold and garish, illuminating his pale face and sweating hands. 


The ugly, plastic clock on the wall said five minutes to ten. 


Shit, Im glad Kirk and Lars are round Lars’ parents’ place, he thought, rubbing a hand across his clammy 
forehead. / don't want them to see me in this fucking state. 


James gulped back the last drop of whiskey, stumped the glass down and pushed his chair back from the table. 
Leaving the empty glass, he shuffled out of the kitchen, turning off the light as he went. He made his way 


over to his bedroom, pulling at a loose thread on his dressing gown sleeve. 

James opened the bedroom door and grinned at Cliff, who was lounging on his bed, smoking a joint. He looked 
just as he had done when he'd been alive, except that he was transparent and he had a bluish-white glow 
surrounding him. 

James took a deep breath, pulled the belt of his dressing gown free and slid it off his shoulders, letting it fall 
to the floor. He was now standing there, wearing nothing but a red, lacy thong. Cliff stared at him, his eyes 
wide and his mouth falling open. James' lip twitched. 


"Happy Valentine's day, fucker". 


The End 


